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fifty-six miles in length . . . London was, but is no
more ! Thus I returned home....

" At my return I was infinitely concerned to find
that goodly Church St. Paul's now a sad ruin, and that
beautiful portico (for structure comparable to any in
Europe, as not long before repaired by the late King)
now rent in pieces, flakes of vast stone split asunder,
and nothing remaining entire but the inscription in the
architecture, showing by whom it was built, which had
not one letter of it defaced. It was astonishing to see
what immense stones the heat had in a manner
calcined, so that all the ornaments, columns, friezes,
capitals, and projectures of massy Portland stone
flew off, even to the very roof, where a sheet of lead
^covering a great space (no less than six acres by
* measure) was totally melted ; the ruins of the vaulted
roof falling broke into St. Faith's, which being filled
with the magazines of books belonging to the Sta-
tioners, and carried thither for safety, they were all
consumed, burning for a week following. It was also
observable that the lead over the altar at the East
end was untouched, and among the divers monu-
ments, the body of one Bishop remained entire. Thus
lay in ashes that most venerable Church, one of the
most ancient pieces of early piety in the Christian
world, besides near a hundred more."

Pepys introduces the Fire casually, as it was first
brought to his notice by one of the maids.

" Qome of our maids sitting up late last night to get